You would take your degree. But you would excavate
no fantastic towns in the desert, you would lead no
expeditions, make no journeys. You would make a
laborious living among dead and dusty objects, com-
posing short, dry articles for periodicals, that would not
understand them. Perhaps you might be met again as
you sat poring short-sightedly over lengthy indexes,
cataloguing and arranging some third-rate collection.
Helene had a high opinion of you, Guduk Rapp, and
had formed a tender and respectful friendship for
you in those years sharing your crooked room, and
listening to your breathing at night, and seeing you,
day in, day out, working studiously at your writing-desk.
She took her hand from your small, bkck-lacquered head,
since you could not bear it, and she left you, Guirapp, as
the church bells died away and her heart began to ache	
Helene Willfuer left' the dark stairs behind her,
the scrolled front door, the clinical shop-window of the
worthy widow, and passed with her long strides from the
alley in which children were playing and a puppy barking
wili noisy cheerfulness. She dropped the letter into a
pillar-box at the corner and crossed over the Corn Market.
Her walk had changed in the kst few weeks; without
her knowing it, something careful had stolen into her
carriage, the care of the woman who bears a previous
burden.
In the main street she lingered before a shop-window
in which medical and surgical instruments were dis-
pkyed for sale. After a litde hesitation she entered the
shop and asked for a hypodermic syringe of approxi-
mately 15 cc. content, which she tested with an
apparently professional air before she paid for it. Next
she paid a brief call at Kranich's bookshop. Although
Kranich was pleased by her visit, there was something
depressed and self-centred about him,. It seemed to
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